CHAPTER   XXII
RASH LEIGH returned to consciousness upon an arid beach
on which he was lying surrounded by a horde of abor-
igines. Immediately his eyes opened, a quarrel arose among
the blacks, who had been busily employed in resuscitating
him, the reason for which seemed to be a competition as to
who should have the privilege of dragging him off. The
quarrel seemed to be on the point of developing into an
armed combat, when - the sudden appearance of a single
native caused all the contestants to fall quiet.
The aborigine whose arrival had had so dramatic an effect
was one of the most terrible-looking human beings that
Rashleigh had ever dreamed of seeing. His polished skull
was bald except for a narrow circle of sparse white hairs
around the top, and his beard was luxuriant and long; one
of his eyes was gone and the socket showed raw and bloody,
and the other seemed to be filmed over, and the whole surface
of his face was scarred. His body was incredibly emaciated,
and was also covered with terrible scars, and, even among
a tribe renowned for uncleanliness, he was the filthiest
specimen of them all. At his approach the others withdrew
to a short distance from Rashleigh, who had been expecting
every instant to be killed by one or other of the clubs which
the quarrelling blacks had been swinging as if to give
emphasis to their unintelligible arguments.
As the ugly old man reached Rashleigh's side, absolute
silence fell upon the horde, several of whom held their clubs
still, brandished in the posture in which his coming had
found them. Every one's gaze was fixed upon the decrepit
savage. From these signs of respect and fear, Rashleigh
guessed that he was one of those strange creatures, called
carandjies, of whom he had heard descriptions since his
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